AMERICANS   ALL
when I came up into the sunshine at 4.30 the following
afternoon with my face as black as friend Sigismund's,
a steel helmet on my own head, with my knuckles
barked and my tongue hanging out because I had
tramped damned near fifteen miles in the bowels of the
earth, I wondered how anybody could take it. My only
consolation was that Father Kasaczun had fallen down
twice to my once, and was blacker than I was. He was
very fiinny in his robes, with his nigger face and steel
helmet with the lamp askew. The lights on our helmets
were electric with steel-cased batteries shaped like cigar
boxes, which you fastened to your belt. It isn't anything
like you thought it was down there, unless you had al-
ready been down.    A Polish foreman name Martin
Stelmach, who looked like an aristocrat British polo-
player, and a Welsh superintendent named David Gir-
van, who looked like the patriarchal father of a large
Irish family, took us down into the Truesdale Mine be-
cause it was not one which tourists and the public visit.
(You can visit some coal-mines, you know, in tourist
comfort, just like visiting Mammoth Cave. There are
big advertising billboards inviting you.) We rode down
a thousand feet, at an angle of forty-five degrees, in
rattling empties, as the miners do, and got out at a kind
of Broadway-and-42nd-Street-in-Hell, from which we
started hoofing it over narrow-gauge sleepers through
miles of passages, some of which were as bright as tie
Holland Tunnel, others Stygian except for the lights on
our own hats. The air was as good as at the surface,
and it was colder than I thought it would be. This mine
has eighty miles of track down there, and once we
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